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kept them in power for the past two years had passed away. While
there was a danger that the old landlords and employers of labour
the hated old possessing classes, might return, hunger and bitter
privation had been secondary evils which the masses of Bolshevik
sympathizers were willing to endure. But with the fear of re-conquest,
lifted from their minds, their bodies were beginning to cry .out
loud for the many necessities of life of which they had been derived.
Since it was no longer possible to blame the wars and the Allied
blockade, the people were beginning to question the efficacy of the
Communist system itself. There had not been time yet for a wild
outcry ; that was to come later. They were merely demanding how
long it was to be before the things they required if they were
to live, apart from the things they had been promised, were going to
materialize. Non-Party supporters of the regime were asking the
members of the Party, and these were nervously asking one another
and their leaders*
But there were many good members of the Party, rank-and-file
workers and trade unionists who had some knowledge of what was
going oa or not going on in the industries with which they were
connected, who were becoming increasingly sceptical of the ability
of Soviet industry to produce anything in any quantity at all under
its present organization, and since they were unwilling as yet to
attack the system itself they were eagerly seeking the scapegoats
elsewhere. The pressure was coming from below and being directed,
first of all, on those whose history or habits might lay them open to
the charge of caring less for the people than they did for them-
selves. The "careerists" were under fire. And since some devil had to
be found which the automobile industry could cleanse itself by
casting out, and I was an Englishman, not a Party member, enjoy-
ing privileges of which many of the attackers were bitterly jealous,
and was absent besides, it was not surprising that the witch-doctors
had chosen me for the sacrifice,
I had arrived back in the nick of time. The meeting was post-
poned a week to enable me to answer the charge. The speaking was
entirely to the point. It was in vain that I protested, as vigorously as
my malaria would permit, that confiscation was not production and
that it was unfair to tax me with the inability of the Soviet auto-
mobile industry to produce a single car when my job had been chiefly
to rob their owners of all the old crocks surviving from another time.
Kisseleff, who was present, spoke generously on my behalf, pointing
to the assistance I had given him, Lange spoke for me, instancing
the work I had just done in bringing the tugs from Archangel. Even
silent Platonoff stopped staring at the ceiling and growled a laconic
word in my favour. It was all useless. The hunt was up. That my